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* * *

><p><em><strong>Prologue:<strong>_

_A nightmare._

That was what that place had been. A horrible nightmare that would likely haunt him for the rest of his days. A horrible nightmare that kept him from desiring much needed sleep. It was why he was standing here silently in front of the room numbered 302 instead of opening the door and stepping inside.

He took a deep breath. Well. He had faced the worst of it and it wasn't as if he couldn't face anything if it were to happen again. He was relatively sure he had managed to exorcise all the ghosts from said apartment, but even still Eileen and he had both decided that moving out was for the best. A constant reminder every single day of what had occurred back then was not what either of them wished for. They had to move on and put the past behind them.

The breath left his lungs slowly as he let it out and turned the knob on the door. Allowing it to slowly creak open. Nothing. Just silence. No creepy groans. No blood chairs. No mewing from his fridge.

With that he stepped into the apartment -not daring to shut the door behind him of course- and started right away to his bedroom with a box so that he could pack up all his things. Luckily he was a man that didn't really have a lot of possessions-... he halted a moment. Ah. That word did come with multiple meanings. He shook his head and continued to pack his clothes.

Once that was done and over with he quickly headed into the other room and gathered his camera and his photos. The bathroom. No. he would skip it. He didn't need that tooth brush anymore... he'd get a new one. He just didn't want to think about what crawled over it while he wasn't here. A few books of his and there that was it. He had it all. And he was still safe. No horrors had happened. He was safely starting towards the door when he noticed the pair of shoes next to it. No. No, no, no. He picked those up and threw them in the trash.

Forget those shoes he could buy knew ones. With that he stepped out of the apartment and set the box down, turning to close the door behind him a final time. Just as he set a hand on the door and started to close it, -he'd slam it shut if he could get away with it- getting it only halfway before he heard a loud crack in the back of his skull.

All his strength left him and he dropped to his knees as he saw sparks of light before his eyes and as a wave of lightheadedness passed over him he collapsed forward onto the floor, half in the apartment and half out. any movement was beyond him at this point and it wasn't long before something thick and warm slowly dripped down his hair and into his eye, past that even and to the floor. He couldn't tell from seeing it so close, but he could smell it. Oh God he could smell it and it was an awful, metallic smell and from that smell alone he knew it was his own blood. He remembered this smell all too well.

Suddenly a hand entangled in his hair and slowly pulled his head up. Though he hadn't felt any pain at first he certainly felt it now with those fingers pressing into the wound left behind from whatever he was stuck with. He attempted to get a good look at the figure, but blurry vision just didn't allow it.

"Henry, Henry, Henry... you should have just died. Soon... you'll wish you had." The tone wasn't one he recognized... or... did he...? His ears were ringing so loudly and it was as if he were under water. He just couldn't tell.

He blinked his eyes several times in attempts to clear his vision... to shake away the fog clouding his thoughts, but it was all in vain. He was struggling to stay awake against the darkness that seeped in from all corners of his vision, taking more and more of his sight along with it.

The hand suddenly released his head and let him drop carelessly to the point his mouth hit first and suddenly he tasted that metallic taste in his mouth as well and... the hand grabbed his arm and he heard a faint humming as the man started to drag him inside. Back. Back inside the apartment. Back into the hellish nightmare which he had thought was over, but it was only just beginning._**  
><strong>_

* * *

><p>TBC...<p>

A/N I hope you all liked it. Drop a review if you think I should continue.


End file.
